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N American newspaper complains 
that the establishment of com- 
ye munication with Mars will 
inevitably bring forth more dialect 
stories. But our contemporary may 
take heart of grace. It will be only the 
old, old dialect. We shall find a Scotch- 


man there for certain. 






MopERN Nursery RHYMES. 
Sing a song of breakfast, 
Sing it high, I beg, 

A little callow chicken 
Boiled in an egg. 
When the egg was opened 
The chick began crow, 
Wasn’t that enough to make 
A clergyman say “Blow !” 


a - 


Motto for Mr. Cuthbert Quilter.— 
“One Man’s Beer is another Man’s 
Poison.” 

There is on the Stock Exchange a 
very minute. Jew, who swaggers, in 
spite of his few inches, with all the 
confidence of an Ouidaguardsman. They 









call him “Half a Mo’.” But he is so 
very small that you can’t take a rise out 
of him. 


My SoctaL Drary. 
(With Apologies.) 

Mrs. CharlieSnobkins looked charming 
at Sandown yesterday in a pink hat. | 
thought she looked a little cold. 

I saw Mrs. Dicky Bounder at Biarritz 
yesterday. She looked wonderfully well, 
and I noticed that a certain peer paid 
her considerable attention. But who 
can wonder?! She is so chev. 

In the Park yesterday Lady Spook, 
talking to handsome, dashing Captain 
Panter, struck me as looking lovelier 
than ever. Her black silk Empire gown 
was perfectly ethereal. 

Mrs. Freddy Silverside gave a smart 
little dinner last night. All the world 
was there. I thought Mrs. Freddy’s 
dress was cut too high; so were the 
pheasants. The wine, of course, was 
excellent. 

Mrs. Neddy Upp-Start is staying with 
Mrs. Brown-Smith. Sir Arthur Jones- 
Robinson is there ! 

I never saw pretty little Mrs. Bertie 
Skyn look lovelier than she did at the 
Opera last night. Gold hair is much 
more becoming to her than brown. 

A little bird whispers to me that we 
shall socn hear of a Royal Engagement. 

It is rumoured that a certain duchess, 
three years a widow, is lending a not 
unwilling ear to the proposal of a certain 
merchant prince. We shall see. 

The King came to town yesterday. 





VoL. LXXITTL.] 
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What I like most about fashionable 
journals is their touching ingennousness 
in recommending the wares of certain 
tradesmen to their dear readers—their 


dear, dear readers. This sort of thing: 


Apvick To Our DEAr Crrte. 
MIGNONETTE, — Messrs. Blackmail and 
Jobbery, 13, Advertisement Corner, 


K.C., make a capital paste for 


removing blotches from the skin. 
Is. 14d., and they are so polite. 

Losste.—You will get what you want, 

my dear, from Mr. Blackmail, at 

3, Advertisement Corner, E.C. He 
has just brought out the loveliest 
fringes and back hair imaginable. 
Such ducks! Of course they are 
rather dear, but isn’t it worth it 7 
You will like Mr. B.; he is so 
sympathetic, 

SAINT 'THERESA.—Yes, sweet saint, I 
really can help you. Call on Mr. 
Jobbery at 13, Advertisement 
Corner, E.C. He has invented the 
simplest false hips in the world. 
(Juite Parisian and_ inexpensive. 
Mr. Jobbery is kindness itself. He 
has a soul. 

DorotHy.-— Do not despair, sweet 
Dorothy. Go at once to Messrs. 
Blackmail and Jobbery, 13, Adver- 
tisement Corner, E.C., and tell 
them whether you prefer the 
Roman or Grecian. Their nose 
machines are so comfortable. You 
wear them at night, and for ten 
hours a day, and they are dirt 
cheap. B. and J. have an as- 
tounding eye for a good nose. So 
cheer up, dear Dorothy. 
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PARLOUR GOLF. 
(As recommended by the “Daily Mail” ) 

Will you walk into my parlour when you'r 

tired of Tiddley Winks, 
| My mahogany makes really an incomparable 

Links, 

For the cloth is thick and furry, and my 
wife’s best feather boa 

Makes the loveliest gorse that even Scottis} 
Arthur Balfour saw. 

The whizzing balls are counters, and they 
lie so close and flat 

That it takes a deal o’ “putting” ere yoy 
shoot ’em in a hat. 

The new Encyclopedia makes a bunker to the 
skies, 

And we vary this with footstools and those 
sheets for catching flies. 

The holes are cups and saucers, and it isn’t 
odd to see 

A caddy on the table, tho’ it isn’t used fo; 
tee. 

So, do walk into my parlour when you've 
nothing else to do, 





CZ we And we'll toddle round the table till the 
<8 :s LP” ; . Pp : 
. carpet’s worn right thro’. 


THE TIME MACHINE. 


Priest.—“ How FAR 18 IT TO SKIBEREEN, Pat?” 


Pat.—“SuRE AN’ IT’S ABOUT SEVIN HOURS WALK, YER RIVERINCE!” 


Priest.—“ INDEED ! HOW MANY MILES Is IT 2?” 
Pat.—“ WeELL, YER RIVERINCE” (scratching his head ), 
TWO AND A BIT!” 


a ait nesichieaiiaaii 
The Morning Post announces the engage- 


a a | ment of Lady Sybil Cuffe to Mr. Cutting, 


the Secretary to the United States Ambassador. 
| It is not mentioned what prelate will tie the 
Cutting knot. 


The sort of war news we have been treated 
to of late : 

GREAT VICTORY BY FRENCH! 
THOUSANDS OF BorERS CAPTURED! 
Horses AND Foop TAKEN. 
Pietercronjekrugersdorp, Saturday.— French 
captured a convoy yesterday. He took fifty 


“IT MAY BE 








A very good enamel is sold at 13, Advertisement 
You will find Messrs. Blackmail and Jobbery 
very obliging. They have a perfect genius for tints. 
Isn’t it a good thing, dear Skin Deep, that some men 
can make themselves really useful ? 


SKIN DEEP. 
Corner, 


THE MARCHIONESS. 
| don’t wish to dogmatise on the subject, but I really 
do believe that the true author of “An Englishwoman’s 
Lov——” 
[Printer’s Note: Editor’s blue pencil renders rest of copy 
illegible. Suggested author’s name looks like ‘“ Damrot.”] 


For readers of foreign politics in the daily newspapers : 
Try “Globe” Polish for China, and “Standard” Oil for general 
illumination. ; 

There were very loud complaints in a railway carriage 
the other day at the slow pace and constant stoppages of 
the train. “It's not a passenger train,” cried one grumbler ; 
“it's just a blooming milk train.” “And if they keep it 
about much longer,” said another, “it will become a cream 
train.” It was on the London. Smash ‘em, and Turn Over 
R ull way which suggests « hurning. 


horses and three waggons of supplies. One 
thousand Boers surrendered. Two killed. — Fifty-four 
wounded. 

[Notr.—This telegram apparently refers to the action in 
December, 1899, accounts of which appeared last year. Thi 
note explains the telegram, but it doesn’t explain our head- 
lines, and is not meant to.—EDb. ] 


Mrs. Carrie Nation, the American lady who carries conster- 
nation to American sellers of liquor, always has a naughty 
word placed before her name by those same saloon keepers 
They speak of her as Mrs, D——nation. 


weed, THE JOURNAL OF SONG. 
A Bird in the Hand is the fourpenny “Thrush,” 


But I much prefer two though they squat in a bush. 


REALLY the Chinese are a philanthropic nation. The 
Emperor has inflicted the posthumous punishment of death 
upon all the leaders who have been killed in the recent dis 
turbances. They have been furnished with a list of the 
various methods of committing suicide, including, of coursé 
beer. The reformers beheaded last year have been reinstated 10 
their various offices, and the sentence of voluntary decapitation 
by torture has been inflicted upor the rebels who are stil] in 4 
position to defy the Government. 
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We are thinking of following the example of our respectable 
contemporary the Standard, in doing “all that can be fairly 
expected of a newspaper stepping out of its field to aid in the 


spread of a great work of the best literature.” Unselfish 
Standard! We modestly submit our first advertisement : 
Buy! Boy! Buy! Pay! Pay! Pay! 
Goinac ! Gorne ! —— 
“Fun’s” EDITION OF THE LITERARY PuRIsTs. 
This stately library, composed of twenty volumes, can be 


obtained by paying One Penny down and One Penny Half- 


penny every day after for the next 2,000 years. Some idea of 


the great utility of this work may be obtained from the 


following figures : 


There are in the Library: Commas. 
4commas (about) to each One Million 
line J, ; 4 Six Hundred and 
42 lines to the page 168 Eighty Thousand 
500 pages to the volume . 84,000 Commas for 
20 volumes to the set 1,680,000 





} One Penny Down ! 

[f you were to pile these Commas one above the other they 
would form A Vast TowER !! 

If you were to place these Commas end to end they would 
form A LonG CHAIN !! 

No Saucepan would Hold Them ! 

AnD OnLy ONE Penny Down. 

The Finest Literature in the 


W orld. 


IN THE RUE 


FUN. 


A CONTRADICTION OF TERMS. 
A round of toast is generally square. 
Christian Street, Whitechapel, is a colony of Jews. 
The arms of the Isle of Man are three legs. 
A printer’s reader is a type-righter. 
Doctors alone favour queer customers. 


The quadrangular enclosure at a prize fight is called a ring. 


The Dead March in “ Saul.” 

Bohemian lodgings near the sky are styled diggings. 
The only way to pull a house down is to raze it. 
Drunken men are expected to walk straight home. 
The making of jokes is a serious matter. 

The only thing to live for is to die happy. 


EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for the return of MSS. or 


sketches submitted for consideration, and in no case will rejected 
matter be returned unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed 
envelope. Publication in Fun alone will be recognised as the 


acceptance of contributions or sketches. 




















RIVOLL 


The Traveller.—* CoMPRANNY-VOUS—OH ! HANG IT ALL—Do you UNDERSTAND ENGLISH, MADEMOISELLE?”’ 
The Shopwoman.—“ Non M’sIEv, BUT IT EEZ ALL RIGHT. I UNDERSTAN’ Ze BaD FRENCH.” 
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HIS MOUSTACHOIS. 
‘| Won’t FENCE WITHOUT THE BUTTONS ON.” 
“Bur THE BUTTONS ARE ON THE FOILS.” 
“Ps not TALKING ABOUT THE FOILS,” 





A DYSPEPTIC’S DIARY. 


CHAPTER IV. 


FE TER a few days one gets tired of the same faces on the 
parade-——one wants a new creation, as they say of a 
fresh batch of peers when the Government goes out 

always excepting the bath-chair with the fair hair and the 
blue eyes. Certainly she looks conscious, coyly conscious, 
when our chairs pass on the parade. Have I been over-bold 
in my glances of sympathy? As yet have not effected intro- 
duction. Our chair-men know each other. Have seen them 
exchange wink. Why wink? Hope my glances have revealed 
nothing. After all, not a great deal to reveal. Wish there 
was more. Probably it is merely their usual form of saluta- 
tion. Wish it was ours—I mean mine and the golden-haired 
bath-chairs’—but as a form of introduction it seems crude, not 
to say rude. She might misunderstand it. “ Que faire?” as 
they say at Boulogne—where | have been. 

Happy thought—direct my chair-man to collide with hers— 
apologies, introduction— and the rest—ah, the rest ! Objection 

it might jar her, might not inspire her with favourable 
feelings towards me at the outset. Also, the chair-man might 
object. Besides, difficult to explain motive to him satisfac- 
torily. Make an attempt towards it by saying facetiously to 
him, “ What fun to run into another bath-chair, eh? say this 
one coming.” He doesn’t seem to see joke, Stupid man. We 
pass. Glances. Still no introduction. 

Pass Punch and Judy Show. Stupid thing Punch and Judy 
Show. No Fun in it. Curious thing—all the comic papers 
inasentence. No doubt which of them has most Fun in it 
Mem.: Must lead up to this cleverly and make a joke of it 

some day. Sure it would appeal to golden-haired bath- 
chair, On way back find golden-haired bath-chair drawn up 
watching Punch and Judy Show. Curious thing, stupid 
things, most Punch and Judy Shows. This seems far better 
than most. Golden-haired bath-chair consumed with laughter. 
In hopes she is not so much of a sufferer as I had feared. 
Direct chair-man to lay Ine up alongside her—nautical phrase 
that I learned when I went to Boulogne. I. too, consumed 
with laughter. Curious thing, never enjoyed Punch and Judy 





FUN. 
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Show so much in my life. Judy is dead, Ghost is dead, Toby 
dead, Punch dead, all dead. Then Punch man comes round 
to collect money. ( tolden-haired bath-chair : So sorry, I’ve 
left all my money at home.” Imagine an appealing glance to 
me. ‘Let me,” I venture, with my best smile. Horror! 
pockets empty! Smile turns to sickliness. Funny thing,’ 
I say, faintly, “left all my money at home. She smiles : 
“Isn't it funny, so did I.’ We all think it funny, except 
Punch man. Must establish reputation for generosity. Great 
thing to establish reputation for generosity. “If you will 
come round to my lodgings,” I say, loftily, to Punch man, “] 
will give you half-a-crown.” “ Oh 1” says the golden-haired 
bath-chair, “and mayn’t we have the first part over again i 
did not come up in time for it. I should like to bring my 
mother.” The ice was broken for the moderate expense of 
half-a-crown. Also it is found that she has a mother, 
Probably, therefore, not a husband. The two seldom agree, 
Eastgate is the pleasantest place I ever came to. It is doing 


mea world of good. 





THE man who didn’t want his heirs to starve to death left 
provisions in his will. 

EarL Roperts seems to have more Botha at the War 
Office than he had in the Transvaal. Even the mutilated 
despatches just issued show that the “ Excise” officers in Pall 
Mall have been “cutting” his communications. 
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THE ENTENTE CORDIALE. 
The Frenchman.—* Varr 1s LesstarR SQUAIR, EEF 
YOU PLEASE ? 


London Urehin (e,aal to the occasion ).—*“ VoyLER. 
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THE INCORRUPTIBLE. 
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—“CapBy, LL GIvE you HALF-a-CRowN TO GET ME TO THE STATION IN TEN MINUTES.” 


Cabby (with provoking slowness).—WELL, Sir, You micut Corrupt Mg, sur You Can’r Brise THE Hoss.” 





SIMPLE GRAMMATICAL 
EQUATIONS. 


PARTS OF SPEED= Broken utterances. 
SWEEPS’ TAKES=Soot. 

A Bare Fact=The naked truth. 
TaLtt TALK=High words. 

lIGURES OF SPEECH==Sixes and sevens. 
A Vitat SpaRK=A live coal. 

Rep Tape=—The “ Thin Red Line ” that 

checks an army’s advance. 


AN ADVERTISING STATION=Puftin 
Island. 


A New Lanp Measure=The United 
Irish League. 

A Parr oF Trousers=Mail-bags. 

HousEHoLp CavaLry=Clothes-horses. 

THE Princo or Poverty=The nip of 
gin. 

A WickEp PLan=Burning candles. 
THE AccusaTIVE CasE oF Law= 
“ Quilty.” 
THE DaNncEs oF 

Hops.” 














DEaATH.—Chemical 








THE Kitchener moustache is being 
discarded in favour of the Kaiser variety- 
In Stock Exchange jargon, moustaches 
which have hitherto been drooping have 
taken an upward turn. 


THE merry game of Trusts and Com- 
bines goes apace on the other side of the 
pond, and promises to absorb that part 
of creation. A new heraldic figure will 
then be seen in the world—the American 
Eagle, trussed. 


. RARE PRINTs. 

Wuy might it be supposed that we 
have fewer pictures of Welsh scenery 
now than before Edward VII. became 
King ? 

Because we have no Prince of Wales 
at present. 


Why are the navvies in Fleet Street 
always in a hurry?—Because they are 
tearing up the street. 


Way is Cecil Raleigh like West- 
minster ?—Because he is a poet scorner. 


| 


FITTING verdict on victims of 
arsenical beer.—Dead drunk. 


New Liquim MEASURE. 


| Public-house ... 1 Man. 

2 Men 1 Drink. 

t Drinks... i | Dispute. 

3 Disputes si | Quarrel. 

2 (Juarrels | Fight. 
10 Fights ... | Policeman. 

6 Policemen | Arrest. 

3 Arrests | Magistrate. 
Any Magistrate 10 Shillings or 

7 Days. 


A SENSE of the appropriate is a price 
less gift, but it is probable that the man 
who wrotea story of a mason witha face of 
stone, and introduced a book-black with 
a polished manner, a hothouse gardener 
with a forced laugh, an Irishman with a 
bull neck, and a pugilist who studied 
Knox, rather overdid it. At least, 
that was a fishy-eyed reviewer's carping 
opinion. 
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BIE’sS 
WANT 
Bobbie 


ALL THE CENT 


ES AS PLAYED Al 
CoME ALonc, GranpDM 


P ALL THE LADIES To AUCTION. 


— 
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uT U 


NICE EVENING GAM 


“As it’s Supper T 
ITS SUPPER Time, I’m Gornc To P 


Bobbie, — 
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BIE'S BIRTHDAY PARTY.—IIIl. The Auction. 


WANT TO TAKE DOWN A LADY WILL HAVE TO BID, AND PROCEEDS WILL GO TO OUR 
Bobbie nearly sent to bed. ) 


> NuRSERY TOFFEE FOND. 
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THE DRAMAPHONE. 
a Cigarette Maker’s Romance” is a play in three whiffs 
and a puff. But, unfortunately, the first is the 

4 fullest flavoured. After that, it seemed as if the 
paper cracked and one mostly inhaled air. One was “s 
reminded of the Achilles problem. Each step takes you only 
half as far as the previous step and you never get there. Each 
scene took us only half as far as the previous scene and we 
never got anywhere—much. 

The ultimate, irrevocable fate of a book reaching a third 
edition is to be churned into a play. Mr. Charles Hannan has 
tried to make dramatic butter from Mr. Marion Crawford's 
cream. The result is “inferior Dosset.” In dramatised novels 
the most interesting part of the story always takes place 
between the acts. And at these times one is usually occupied 
with other things—not necessarily more intoxicating. 


In the book, Count Skariatine loses his memory just long 
enough. At the Court Theatre one wished he had graduated 
in a ‘system of mnemonics. He lost his memory so long that 
we lost our interest. He stared so long into the vast empyrean 
in the effort to think of his patronymic parentage and parish 
that we were afraid there might not be enough atmosphere left 
to go round. The Count lost himself,and we lost count of the 





“Lor, LIZA, CALL THEM Leas ? 


9 9? 


ON A CHAIR ! 


Why I've sSEE’D BETTER 
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times he almost found himself. The friends which were to 
reclaim him were so ower lang in comin’ that we thought they 
must have got lost in some pages of the manuscript. 


The wicked villain who usurped the Count’s estates told us 
they were in Russia. It was a slip, we have seen them at the 
Surrey. And nobody on this side of the water would have 
been deceived for an instant into believing in the bona fides 
of anyone with a fur coat like that. In the Blackfriars Road 
a man may still smile, and smile, and wear such things and be 
a villain. But in Sloane Square, since the slums have given 
way to flats, we know better. 


We see the fair Viera sell her pretty hair to find the money 
to save the Count’s honour ; and, of course, being a heroine, 
the tresses are cut with such finesse that she looks a little 
prettier after this rape of the lock than before ; we see the 
mechanical doll who plays such an important part in the plot 
—gladly we bear witness that he is the only absolute 
marionette in the Court company. We see all these things and 
think it is a great pity so much good material is wasted. 


Mr. Martin Harvey, Mr. Sydney Valentine, Mr. Charles 
Lander, and Mrs. De Solla act admirably. Some of the other 
members of the company so far embody the romance of the 
story of the cigarette maker that they roll the cigarettes deftly. 
In other not less important particulars they are hardly 
so adept. 


“Le Monde ou |’on §’Ennuie” proved to be wn monde ou 
’on s'amuse, @ mimic world of laughter and pretty sentiment. 
The matinée at the Strand Theatre at which the adaptation, by 
Mr. Grein and Miss Leonard, of Pailleron’s comedy was given, 
should be the forerunner of regular performances of the piece. 


The play is called “ Ze Monde ou lon S’Ennuie” 
On principle—lucus a non lucendo, 

A most amusing world, c’est trés bon oud ! 

With laughter soft, or forte, or crescendo. 

To English topsy-turveydom ’tis near, 

A simple verbal paradox ’tis merely— 

We say a man’s polite, a cavalier, 

But call him rude if he acts cavalierly. 


We have had more “ Masks and Faces” at the Prince of 
Wales’s. Having but recently commented upon another 
performance of the same play, our stock of pleasantry con- 
cerning it has run out. This is a pity, for we hoped to be 
able to recompense those of our readers who have been to the 
Prince of Wales’s for the absence of humour in the perform- 
ance. The hoop dresses left no room for it on the stage. 


The best that can be said for the representation is that it was 
well rounded. 


— —-_ -— 


The part of Peg is played by a costume of yellow, and the 
part was more than adequately filled—in fact, it was almost 
overweighted. Miss Marie Tempest assisted her dress with 
as much grace as possible. Mr. Harry Warner, Mr. Ben 
Webster, Mr. Frank Cooper, and Miss Suzanne Sheldon were 
valuable accessories to the gowns. To see them seat them- 
selves on chairs of ordinary size was a valuable lesson in 
equipoise, THE Stace Coacu. 
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COMIC SECTION OF PICCADILLY CIRCUS. 
A Forecast BY Mr. FuN’s SUBTERRANEAN 





A LAY OF MEDIAAVAL LONDON. 


THERE went three carles into ye Chepe, 


Three carles of merrie cheere, 
With pick, and spade, and porken pye, 
And eke with dinner beere. 


And tirst they’ve dug a grave full wide, 
And syne they’ve dug it deep, 

And syne they’ve sat them down to dine 
All in ye busie Chepe. 


All in ye Chepe they’ve sat them down, 
And dined and slept anon, 

Of all ye Bobbyes in ye Towne 
Not one will move them on. 


Chen up and came a Putney ’bus, 


With driver proud and high. 


“Now wake, now wake, you feckless 


knaves, 
And let my steeds go by 


71” 


And syne there came a cabman gay, 
Was bounden for ye West ; 

But what hee sayde unto those knaves 

[t may not bee expressed. 








And one he slept and snored amaine, 
And one hee winked hys eye ; 

Ye third he swigged ye dinner beere, 
And ate hys porken pye. 


Full soone before that slumb’rous camp, 


In serried rank did stop, 

An hundred ’buses, each one full 
Inside, and eke on top. 

And long, long shall those buses wait, 
Through sunny days and drear, 

Or ere those carles shall fill their pit 
And finish up their beere. 


And long, long will ye cabmen bold, 
With face of angrie hue, 

Employ such words as will, | wot, 
Turn all ye wther blue. 

Now let us sing long live ye King, 
Our Local Boards forbye ; 

And prosper good Count Zeppelin, 
Who teaches folks to fly. 


Apropos of the naval developments in 
France, Mrs. Brown is wrong in thinking 
that a submarine is a marine who can 
breathe under water. 


| 


SPECIALIST. 


THE WEATHER. 
By AN OLp MARINE. 


“ WHATEVER the weather may be,” says 
he, 

“ Whatever the weather may be, 

It’s the songs ye sing, and the smiles ye 
wear, 

That’s a-makin’ the sunshine every- 
where ; 

And the world of gloom is a world of 
glee, 

With the bird in the bush, and the bud 
in the tree, 

Whatever the weather may be,” says he, 

“ Whatever the weather be !” 


THE SALT CURE. 

THERE is a great rush now for lime 
juice and vegetables to counteract the 
effects of the salt cure which is producing 
scurvy. —Daily Paper. 

The Yankees thought by means of salt 

They’d turn the whole world topsy- 

turvy ; 
Somehow their reckonings are at fault, 

As yet they’ve only given it scurvy. 
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“had been, as it were, different. 


UNRECORDED RECORDS. 


A SPEECH BY C——B. 
Scene. —W ESTMINSTER. 

Sir H. CAMPBeLL-BANNERMAN : Sir, I rise to support— 
and to beg to deferentially differ from in 
eloquent speeches which have 
been delivered by my dear the member for 
Northampton, by my equally dear friend Sir William 
y my most respected acquaintance the—er— 
As regards Mr. Balfour's remark s, | may 
‘t been where I am, I might possibly —I say 
by’s got his eye on me and | am not going 
-have entirely agreed with him, if things 
Jut we have to deal with 


in some respects 


other respects—the extremely ’ 
friend 


Harcourt, and b 
Karl of Rosebery. 
Say that had I ne 
possibly only, Lab 
to commit myself— 


AFTER THE HONEYMOON. 


Old Curmudgeon (married at last)—“ Wei, THAT'S My Wire. 


po You THINK or HER?” 


Conjidential Crony.—* Dox’? LiKE HER AT ALL.” 
Old Curmudgeon.—“ NeIirHER po J.” 


FUN. 
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matters as they are, not— to speak vulgarly — as they 
ain’t ; and the question really before my mind is, “ Where are 
we?” (Loud Opposition cheers.) Now, the party which has the 
honour of being led by me—(‘‘Oh, oh,”)—I mean which |] have 
the honour to lead—(“ Question” and uproar)—is in a—er— 
minority. That is no fault of mine. Iam allright. [ wi 
serve over anybody who will serve under me, or under anybody 
who will serve over me., But the life of a leader of ay 
Opposition is not, as it were, all lavender. (Mr. Labouchere - 
“Give us a chancethen.”) I had the honour of speaking the 
other night at the National Liberal Club (the place where the 
umbrellas go from), and I feel bound to say my position wag 
not—er—appreciated at its true merit. A certain young lady, 
[ am informed, once complained that “gentlemen would not 
follow her advice, they only followed her.” My position jg 
really worse, for the majority of my party will neither follow 
my advice nor me. This is distressing, par. 
ticularly to a man suffering from spinal 
shock, brought on by a prolonged sitting on 
afence. For the first time in my life | begin 
to sympathise with housemaids who are 
allowed ‘‘no followers,” and I have altered 
my domestic arrangements accordingly, 

However, I will come to the point, 
Lord Rosebery says that the war is a just 
war. Now, I will yield to no one jp 
patriotism, and I take my stand now, and 
shout “God save the King.” Indeed, |] 
whistle “ The Soldiers of the Queen” every 
night before retiring to rest. Mr. Labouchere 
says the war is an iniquitous war. And so 
far I am with him—up to a certain— 
or rather uncertain—point. “Let dogs 
delight,” etc., is a quotation from the 
defunct Watts which I always write in 
albums when asked my favourite poet. Sir 
William Harcourt—that Plantagenet sprig 
—does not approve the Budget, and I feel 
bound to say—although I have the pro- 
foundest respect for Sir Michael Hicks-Beach 
and his dear friend Mr. Chamberlain—that 
I think his finance is—to put it strongly— 
open to comment. I trust, therefore, that 
all the gentlemen of the Liberal Party whom 
I have named will see how entirely I agree 
with them, and will permit me to lead such 
of them as are present into whatever lobby 
they may direct me to go. Having now, 
Sir, discussed at a length for which I must 
apologise to the House, the various pros and 
cons of the question, I beg to move “That, 
having regard to the present glorious and 
inevitable war now being ruthlessly and 
unnecessarily waged by our magnificent 
troops in South Africa, and bearing further 
in mind the hardships which the unfortu- 
nate and gallant Boers have been needlessly 
put to by certain of their alleged blood- 
thirsty opponents carrying lethal weapons, 
and acknowledging further the sympathy 
which is due both to Mrs. Kruger—whom 
I am given to understand used to be the 
life and soul of Pretorian tea parties, but !s 
now somewhat depressed—and to Lord 
Roberts, the House is entitled to ask, 
‘Wuy not? And if not, Way?’” (Loud 
and prolonged cheering.) 
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THE PARLIAMENTARY MEET. 


Huntsman Balfour, to Salishury, Master of the Hounds.—“ WHAT ARE YOUR PLANS, Master?” 


Just Potter ABouTt A Brit.” 


ANYWHERE! 


“* ANYTHING ! 


The Master of the Hounds. 
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A NEW SECT. 

Oficer.—“ WHAT'S YOUR AGE!” 
Recruct.—“ TWENTY-SIX.” 
Oficer.—“ Wuat’s your RELIGION /” 
Recruit.—“ kn?” 
Oficer.—“ WHAT RELIGION ARE 
Recruit—“Oun! TM A 

LABOURER.” 


THE AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPH. 


The eye is the eye of a forger, 

The brow is the brow of a thief, 
The mouth and the nose 
Alike disclose 

A wickedness past belief. 


‘Tis a visage that proves its owner 
A man of the basest stamp, 

| haven’t a doubt 

That he rides about 
At nights without a lamp, 


Or travels without a ticket, 
()r visits music halls ; 
His expression shows 
That he often goes 
‘To Covent Garden balls. 


And—but what is that you are saying ? 
Ah, horror! Can it be 
That this shocking disgrace, 
With its Hooligan face, 
ls an excellent likeness of me / 


Tue housing problem was never more 
practically illustrated than at the recent 
opening of Parliament. Really the 
County Council should clear away these 
overcrowded West-end slums. 


Mr. MERRIMAN, the Afrikander 
statesman, who is now in London, is 
said to prefer his rooms to his company. 
[ am not surprised. His company is 
Sauer, while his rooms are ensuite ! 


You ?” 
BRICKLAYER’S 
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MORE “FUN” AT THE ZOO. 


The following additional criticisms on 
Funreach nas from our readers in the Zoo : 
points.” — THE 


“Bristles with smart 


PORCUPINE. 


“There is relish in its smallest detail.” 


—ANT-EATER. 


“At the top of the poll.”—Brown BEAR. 
‘‘S potted its meritsdirectly.”-—— LEOPARD. 
‘“* Not a dull line throughout.”— ZEBRA. 


“ (jood wholesome jaw.” —ALLIGATOR. 
“A feather in your cap.”—CocK aToo, 


‘ Brimful of excellentchatter.”—Pa RRoT. 
“Invaluable: Keeps me in good com- 


plexion.” CHAMELEON. 
** Leaves 


“Will penetrate the toughest hide.”— 


RHINOCEROS. 


“Most excellent nuts to crack.”—THE 


Monkey House. 
‘“* Hip-hip-hooray.”—H1tppoporaMus. 


[Nn an article on tits, in Country Life, 
the writer declares that, even in London, 
the tit may be seen coming after the 
“bits” in the cold weather. Surely he 
is mistaken. On the bookstalls, at all 
events, hot or cold, wet or fine, I have 
noticed that the ABzts have come after 
the 7%t for years past ! 
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| ANOTHER SOUTH-EASTER. / 
First Passenger.—“Tuis RAILWAY WAS CREATED ON THE SIxTH Day, I’M 701? 


Second Passenger.—“ Way go?” 


First Passenger.—“ Upon THatT DAY WAS CREATED EVERYTHING THAT CREEPET# 
UPON THE FACE OF THE EartH.” 





an indelible impression.”— 
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CUPID THE CYCLIST 
THE cycling maiden is a dear, 
You never find her out of gear: 
With heart inflamed by Hymen’s 
In swift pursuit of her I'll scorch, 


re 
tore] 
I , 


It’s commonly said 
Of Professor McQ., 
That the squint in his eyes 
Is certainly due 
To worry and mental congestion - 
3ut the reason his eyes 
Are so fond of his nose 
Is because of his habit 
Ot looking so close 
At both of the sides of the question, 


ALL the newspapers, British and 
foreign, predict a great and immediate 
decrease in the volume of our trade. 
There 1s, however, one consolation. We 
can detect no sign of any falling off jp 
our prophets ! 

Way all this bother? The Ary 
Medical Commission was appointed to 
sit on the alleged scandals in South 
Africa. Is not this just what they 
have done ? 
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